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uneasiness at the lace, afraid to touch it and feeling that
^Daria was  alienated from him.    On the  third night he
grew angry  and  demanded in  a tone that  brooked  no
refusal:
" Take your trousers off and chuck them to the devil!
^They're not fit for women to wear, and they're not women's
clothes.  You're lying there like a lady.  You're not the
same woman in them."
Next morning he rose before Daria and, coughing and
frowning, tried the knickers on himself. He stared long
and doubtfully at the silk ties, at the lace and his own legs,
bare and hairy below the knees. Turning round, he happened
to catch a glimpse of himself in the mirror, with the knickers
puckered in elegant folds at the back, and spat and cursed
as he crawled like a bear out of the garment. His great toe
caught in the lace, he all but fell over on to the chest and,
now really furious, tore off the ties and escaped into freedom.
Daria sleepily asked: "What are you doing?" But
Piotra maintained an injured silence, merely snorting and
spitting. The same morning she took the knickers and with
a sigh packed them away in the chest. Already she had
many articles packed away for which none of the women
could find any use. But she had made use of the skirts :
although they were extraordinarily short the clever Daria
wore them so that the underskirt hung below her own long
skirt and showed the lace for a good inch. Then she would
go out to display herself, sweeping the earthen floor with
Dutch lace.
As she drove with her husband to visit Fomin Daria was
clothed finely and richly. Lace was showing under her
sheepskin greatcoat, and her woolly coat was good and new,
so Fomin's wife, who had crawled out of the mud into prince- *
dom, would realise that Daria was not an ordinary cossack
woman but was at any rate an officer's wife.
Piotra waved his whip and smacked his lips. The pot-
bellied old mare set off at a trot along the Donside road.
They arrived at Rubiezhin about dinner-time, and found
Fomin really at home. He made Piotra welcome, seated
him at his table, and smiled into his ruddy whiskers when
his father brought the pitcher out of Piotra's sledge.
" Well, friend, why haven't we seen you before ? " Fomin
.said in his slow, pleasant bass voice, glancing sidelong at